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Editor’s note: 


When the BIONICLE toyline was discontinued in 2010, the story came to a conclusion with the 
book Journey’s End. However, Greg Farshtey planned to continue updating Bioniclestory.com with new 
story serials, including plot points and ideas he hadn’t had time to work into the story before the official 
ending. 

While Greg did regularly update the website for a while, there came a point where he simply 
didn’t have time to write BIONICLE story anymore. He had a daughter in September of 2010, and also 
began writing the story for Lego Ninjago, which launched in 2011. These responsibilities, understandably, 
came before Bioniclestory.com, and so these final Bionicle story serials remain unfinished. 

Since these serials don’t have endings, they weren’t included in the main body of this compilation. 
However, for the sake of completeness, they have been compiled here as an epilogue, along with one 
finished serial that largely takes place after Journey’s End. 


CHARACTER GUIDE 


Sahmad 


Exiled Agori 
Rider of the Spikit-drawn Baranus V7 


Yesterday... 

My name is Sahmad. It may be a name you’ve heard around the home fires of the Agori, or 
whispered by Glatorian as they stand watch. It’s a name spoken with respect, and with fear — and that is 
how it should be. History will tell you that | am a monster, a slaver, someone who made a living capturing 
my fellow Agori and selling them to the Skrall. I’d be a fool to lie and pretend | did not do those things — 
of course | did. But there is more to the story than just that. And there is one thing you need to always 
remember about history: the winners write all the books. 

| am a member of the Iron Tribe, not that you could tell by the color of my armor — that’s 
intentional. Advertising that you were part of that tribe was — probably still is — an invitation to be 
ostracized, mobbed, even stoned. We're not welcome in the nice little villages of the other Agori, good 
enough to share their food and drink, clean enough to trade with. We're creatures for late night tales told 
to new guards: “Better stay sharp or some Iron Agori will get you.” 

It wasn’t always this way, of course. A long, long time ago, well before the Core War or the 
Shattering, my tribe lived in the mountains of Bota Magna and worked the mines. We sent the iron we 
dug out of the rock to the Fire Tribe for forging, and in return they provided us with finished tools and 
weapons. We were rough and coarse, but we were honored for our hard work and treated like any other 
Agori. lron Tribe members lived a life full of hard, honest work, and didn’t ask for anything more. Outside 
of some arguments with our neighbors in the mountains, the Skrall, we didn’t have any conflicts with 
anyone. 

When the end came, it came swiftly and quietly, like a dagger thrust to the back. A few miners 
working on the outskirts of our land began to act strangely. They were distracted, quarrelsome, and as 
days went by they got worse. Asked if they felt sick, they said no. The only odd thing that they could 
report was that their sleep had been disturbed, for they had stopped dreaming. Most of us laughed. After 
all, what mattered was the strength of our backs as we carved metal out of rock and hauled it to the 
surface. What did it matter if our sleep was just that, sleep — unmarred by illusions and fantasies? And if 
you can’t dream, then you don’t have to worry about nightmares, right? 

Wrong. If you can’t dream, your waking life becomes the nightmare. The affected miners went 
from irritable to violent in short order, and from violent to mad. Dreams, it seems, are needed to release 
the bad energies that accumulate in all of us. Without them, the mind tears itself to shreds in time. Worse, 
what we now saw as a plague was spreading. More and more of my tribe lost the ability to dream. Those 
whose condition was far enough along would die raving lunatics. Those who were most recently infected 
were seized by horror and desperation, knowing the fate that awaited them. 

Some of us seemed to be immune — myself, Telluris, a handful of others. Naturally our neighbors 
were curious about why we were still able to dream. None of us knew the answer. That didn’t stop others 
in our tribe from talking about trying to find out, even if their efforts would mean our deaths. We banded 
together and hid in a cave, ready to defend ourselves against mad Agori who used to be our friends. 


As things got worse, our village leader appealed to other tribes for help. The Skrall just laughed. 
The other tribes wouldn’t even allow him to cross the border into their lands. No one wanted the little 
bit of iron we still dug up, believing somehow it might carry the disease. All trade came to a stop. 

When one of the still healthy Agori tried to join another tribe, he was driven off into the forest 
and killed by one of the beasts there. As far as we were concerned, he might just as well have been killed 
by the Agori who rejected him. Being a member of the Iron Tribe now carried a death sentence. If the 
plague didn’t claim you, your one-time trading partners would. 

Telluris came up with the idea of using minerals to change the color of our armor and helmets, in 
the hope of passing as members of some previously unknown tribe and finding sanctuary. It was a stupid 
idea, but | went along with it. | don’t need to tell you how well it worked. 

Still, we survived. We watched our tribe die off one by one until there were too few left in any 
condition to threaten us. We made our escape, but there was nowhere to go. Add to that, none of us 
were sure if one of the others might be a carrier of the plague, and you could see why we chose to go 
our separate ways. 

| headed south, not knowing Telluris was as well. | lived off what | could scrounge or steal. | saw 
the Core War erupt, and saw Agori killed by weapons made from iron my people had mined, and | laughed. 
When the Shattering happened, | was in Bara Magna. | had found a wagon and gained the loyalty of 
a Spikit in the only way possible — | fed it. | didn’t know what the future had in store for me, but | had 
transport and | had hate. | would find a way to marry the two and gain my revenge. 

Telluris took a different path. He started roaming the desert in a war machine based on 
the Skopio, acting like crushing a caravan or two would somehow make a difference. 

| made other plans. | would turn the tribes’ Agori into commodities. | would sell them to the Skrall 
and leave them wishing they had died in the plague along with my friends. 

Much has changed in recent days. The Skrall have been driven from Roxtus, two giant men made 
of metal are battling in the sky for reasons | cannot imagine. | have no doubt the end of the world is upon 
us, but before that happens | have a task | want to perform. Somewhere, someone knows about what 
happened to my people. They know if the plague was accident or attack, error or experiment. Before 
Bara Magna crumbles to dust, | am going to find those answers. And if someone caused this fate to befall 
my tribe, then | hope somewhere they are dreaming of me, and waking up screaming. 


l like to sleep. | like to sleep because | like to dream. Dreaming reminds me that I’m still alive. 

Last night, | dreamt | was back in the village of Iron, working in the cold and damp of the mines. 
The air was filled with the rhythmic ching-ching of pick striking stone. Spherus Magna was generous that 
day and we emerged from the dark with loads of iron. | stood upon a peak and saw the Rock Agori in the 
distance scrambling to and fro like spider beetles. Then they stopped and turned as one to stare at our 
village. | turned to see what they might be looking at, and that was when | saw the first Iron Agori vanish. 
One moment he was unloading an ore cart, the next he was gone. In the next few moments, more 
disappeared, and then more. | knew that something terrible was happening. 

| had to stop it. | ran through the village in search of the woman | loved. When I found her, | took 
her in my arms and held her tight, and an instant later, my arms held only empty air. 

Help. We needed help. | rushed down the mountain toward the Rock Agori, | shouted for them 
to aid us, but no one paid any attention. | screamed, | pleaded, to no avail. | moved to strike one of the 
villagers down just to get their attention. And then | looked down and saw nothing. | had disappeared. 

| woke up in a sweat. | had camped not far from the Skrall River. | took off my armor and knelt 
on the bank, trying to wash away my nightmare. In the moonlight, | could see something massive in the 
distance. When | took a better look, | saw it was the Skopio vehicle Telluris had built, now sprawled out 
on the sand like the carcass of a dead animal. The owner himself was crouched beside it. | hitched up the 
Spikit to my wagon and rode to Telluris. He seemed to be in mourning. 

“What happened?” | asked. 

“They ruined it,” my tribesman answered. “The Glatorian, they sabotaged it. It won’t work 
anymore.” 

| always thought the Skopio was a gaudy waste of time and materials. No matter how big your 
weapon, someone else can always build a bigger one. You don’t conquer your enemies with something 
they can see coming ten miles away. You do it by working your way inside like the larva of a Spiked Worm, 
making yourself a part of their society, and then blotting them out from the inside. The Skopio was Telluris’ 
crutch, his way of throwing an armed and armored tantrum at the world. 

“You can’t fix it?” | asked. 

He shook his head. “I don’t have the parts.” 

| looked at him. In a couple days, maybe, he would think to stop missing his machine and get out 
of the sun. By then he would be in no condition to be of use to anyone. But unstable as he was, he was 
still Iron Tribe, one of the few left — so | owed him. 

“Maybe we can find what you need,” | offered. “I’m headed north. Come with me.” 

Telluris glanced up at me, then gestured to the dead Skopio. “I can’t just leave it.” 

“It’s not going anywhere,” | answered. “And when we come back, we'll rebuild it, bigger and better 
than before.” 


Telluris got up and climbed in the wagon. | yanked on the reins, and the Spikit started plodding 
north. | wasn’t sure exactly where we were going, but | had an idea. If the death of my tribesmen wasn’t 
an accident, then it was murder. And if it was murder, someone had to benefit from it. Whoever that 
someone was, | was going to make them pay for every dead Iron Agori. | couldn’t return to the scene of 
the crime because Bota Magna had split off a hundred thousand years ago, and wasn’t coming back. All | 
could do was go north and hope | learned something, preferably before the two robots slugging it out 
overhead wrecked what was left of Bara Magna. 

We had been traveling for a few hours when the Spikit suddenly reared up, both of its heads 
arching in panic. Telluris jumped off the wagon. He pointed to something, shouted, but | had already seen 
it myself. A long, gray serpent was coiled in the sand up ahead, a serpent with blue eyes — and there was 
madness in those eyes. 

“Kill it!” | said to Telluris. 

My tribesman grabbed a blade from the wagon and advanced on the snake cautiously. It was some 
kind of a viper, venomous to the extreme, and it was of no use alive. Dead, it would at least be dinner. 
Telluris raised the weapon and was about to bring it down when the snake reared up, as if it were going 
to strike — but instead of attacking, it spoke. 

“Go ahead,” it said, “kill me. | can’t take this anymore.” 

Telluris looked to me to see if he had gone crazy. | nodded to let him know | heard it too. | was 
reminded of some wild tale | had heard from a few Rock Agori. They were fleeing Roxtus after losing a 
battle to the other villages, and claimed an Ice Agori named Metus had been turned into a snake. Sounded 
to me like they had been eating too many rotten Thornax, but now... Well, there were plenty of weird 
things in the Bara Magna desert, but talking snakes wasn’t one of them. 

“You’re... Metus?” | asked the serpent. 

It hissed in response. 

“They said you were vowing revenge for what happened to you,” | said. “Give up on that, did 
you?” 

“| still want revenge,” Metus replied. “Being turned into this monster couldn’t stop me, being 
turned into an insect wouldn’t stop me, | would still find a way somehow if it weren’t for...” He stopped. 

| waited. When he didn’t continue, | said, “Except for what?” 

The serpent slithered through the sand and looked up at me with pleading in its ice blue eyes. 
“I’ve stopped dreaming,” it whispered. 

Suddenly, the desert seemed to grow very quiet and still, and all | could hear was my own voice 
saying “It’s starting again.” 


| was standing on the desert sands, having a conversation with a talking snake. The sad part is, that 
was the bright spot of sanity in my day. And right in the middle of our exchange, the world ended. At 
least, that was how it felt to me. 

First, a shadow passed over us. Telluris started babbling that the moon was falling from the sky, 
Metus buried his head under the sand. | looked up to see a massive celestial body passing overhead, a 
fragment of which slammed into the head of one of the two giant robots. The robot fell, and the impact 
knocked me off my feet. | made no effort to get up. If the world was coming to an end, might as well face 
it lying down. The second impact was, surprisingly, not as severe. 

After a few moments, when no more robots were falling or moons flying through the sky, | lifted 
my head. Telluris was saying that Spherus Magna was whole again. He seemed excited about that. | didn’t 
join in his celebration. You might wonder why | wasn’t overjoyed to have the three segments of my planet 
one again. As anyone who has been on Bara Magna after dark can tell you, it gets very cold in the desert. 
| grew very cold over a hundred thousand years ago, and now all | could think of was that if the beings 
who unleashed the dreaming plague on my people were on Bota Magna, they were now within my reach 
again. 

| got to my feet and brushed the sand off my armor. It was time to leave. “Let’s go,” | said to my 
two allies. 

Telluris wasn’t listening. He was still caught up in the miraculous return of Aqua Magna and Bota 
Magna — but then, that’s why | have the whip. 

“You know what comes next,” | said to both of my companions. “After the celebration is over, 
the Agori will start wanting to clean up the mess. Anyone who doesn’t fit into their well-ordered little 
social structure will get shoved aside or trampled over. | don’t intend to be either.” 

Metus looked unsure of what to do. He had stopped dreaming some time ago. The sickness had 
him. Within weeks, maybe days, he would be a raving lunatic — but before then, | needed him. As he 
started to slither toward where the Agori and Glatorian stood, | brought an armored foot down on his 
body and pinned him to the sand. 

“Think about it,” | said. “I heard all about you. You think they're going to welcome you back? 
You’re an embarrassment to them at best. They let you off with your life last time. Show your face again 
and they’ll make a pair of boots out of you.” 

“What do you want of me?” the serpent, who had once been an Agori, asked me. 

“| want to know everywhere you’ve been since you left Roxtus, and everything you’ve done. | 
want to retrace every inch you’ve crawled. Somewhere along that route is a clue to what happened to 
you and to my people, and we're going to find it.” 


Immediately after the battle in Roxtus, Metus had headed north into the mountains. Some of those 
mountains were gone now, reduced to pebbles by the battle between the two robots. But he said it wasn’t 
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until he had passed through them that his dreams ceased, so perhaps whatever | was looking for lay 
beyond. 

He showed us where he had camped, near a pool. Had he drunk from it? No. What had he eaten? 
Rodents, he said. 

“Did they taste strange in any way?” | asked. 

“They were rats!” Metus snapped. “Of course they tasted strange!” 

“There must be something here,” | said, looking around. “Something that infected you.” 

“Maybe it’s not something physical,” said Telluris. “Maybe it’s a... curse or something. Anyway, 
no one from our tribe would have traveled this far from the village, so how can this spot be the cause?” 

“Perhaps whatever caused the plague moved on after its work was done,” | answered. “Or 
maybe...” 

| stopped. | had spotted something not far away, mostly hidden under plant growth. It was a scar 
in the earth in the shape of a rough triangle, perhaps three feet wide at its base. | crouched down to see 
if there was a hole, but none could be seen, just a pattern carved into dirt and rock. 

“Look around,” | told the others. “See if you can find another mark like this.” 

We searched for an hour. There was no sign of any other triangle on the ground, nor any sign of 
who or what might have made this one. Was it a footprint? The track left by a mechanical device? Or 
some natural phenomenon | simply had not seen before? 

| turned to ask Telluris his opinion, since he had seen much in his travels in the Skopio, but he 
was gone. Metus insisted he had not seen where he went to. 

| followed my tribesman’s footprints in the soft earth until they stopped in the middle of an open 
patch of ground. The dirt had been disturbed here, as if something had swept it clean. | heard a soft sound 
behind me. | turned to see a sickly red tentacle covered in spines slithering up from beneath the soil. 
Before | could speak, it had wrapped itself around Metus and dragged him down into the ground. | didn’t 
know whether to laugh or scream as a second tentacle briefly appeared to brush the dirt back into a 
normal pattern before it, too, vanished underground. 

| aimed my Thornax launcher at the spot and fired. It blew a hole in the ground, sending a shower 
of earth and rock into the air. When the dust has cleared, | saw no trace of my two allies, or their attacker. 
Whatever had taken them was gone. 

| was furious, frustrated, stymied at every turn. Just when I had found the first sign of an answer, 
it might be snatched away from me. At any moment, the tentacles might return. | had no way to reach 
Telluris or Metus, and no hope of survival if | stayed. But if | left... If | left, | might never solve the mystery 
that plagued me. My people would go unavenged. 

| stood, right on the spot where Metus had disappeared. “Come then!” | shouted. “Attack! Drag 
me down! But before | die, creature, TI know your truth.” 

| was still standing there as three tentacles groped blindly from the earth and wrapped themselves 
around me. There wasn’t even time to yell as the sky above me was replaced by earth and clay, as | was 
ripped from the realm of light and sent hurtling down into a world of shadows. 


Kopaka threw his weapon onto the sand and slumped down a rock. He was tired, all the way 
down to the core of his being... tired of fighting and running and fighting some more. It seemed like that 
was all he had done since he and his teammates had arrived on the island of Mata Nui more than a year 
before. As he looked over the Bara Magna battlefield, and the hulking corpse of Makuta’s massive robot, 
he wondered if at last it was over. 

He had answered Tahu’s call with all of the Toa Nuva, except for Lewa. Side by side with other 
Toa and the inhabitants of this world, they had battled Rahkshi, Skakdi, and vicious, black-armored 
warriors as well. Tahu had single-handedly defeated the Rahkshi, and the others had battered the rest of 
Makuta’s army into submission. The Makuta robot had been struck on the back of the head by an astral 
body and fallen faster than an avalanche on Mount Ihu. Now, one by one, Matoran and other inhabitants 
of the robot were emerging from the ruined shell into the sunlight of a new world. 

Using his powers to create an ice ramp, Kopaka traveled over the treetops of the new jungle. He 
wanted some time alone. 

Finding a likely spot, miles away from where the other Toa and Glatorian were assembled, he sat 
down to contemplate his future. The destiny of the Toa Nuva had been achieved, so he always had the 
option of giving up his Toa power and becoming a Turaga. But he had no real wish to wind up running a 
village or outpost somewhere. 

He could always just retire from adventuring, of course. This was a whole new world for him, 
with plenty of places to explore and maybe even someplace to settle. It might be nice to do something 
besides battle for his life all the time. Of course, he had no idea what that “something” might be, but one 
thing he did know — there was no way he could lay down his weapons until Lewa was found. 

The Toa of Air had been missing for days. It was possible he was simply in some other part of the 
robot and would be emerging. But he might also have been wounded or waylaid. As annoying as Lewa 
could be sometimes, he was a fellow Toa Nuva and... a friend. Kopaka made a silent vow to find him 
wherever he might be. 

The first step would be to talk to the other Nuva and organize a search. Before he could do that, 
though, something extremely strange caught his eye. A section of the robot’s surface was simply 
disappearing. There had been no explosion, no heat, no sign of the metal being cut. One moment it was 
there, and the next it was gone. 

What was even more bizarre was who emerged from the hole. A small army of Skakdi; a strange, 
golden-skinned creature; and... the Toa Mahri! The heroes did not seem to be hostages or prisoners. In 
fact, it looked like they were quite happily acting as beasts of burden for the Skakdi. 

Lewa will have to wait, I’m afraid, thought Kopaka. | need to get to the bottom of this, for the Mahri’s 
sake if nothing else. 

Fortunately, the new plant life created by Mata Nui provided a lot better cover than a desert ever 
could have. Kopaka trailed the Skakdi and their mysterious “allies” for miles. When they came to the 


shores of the ocean, the troop came to a halt. The Skakdi could be seen talking and gesturing to the 
golden-skinned creature. 

The creature nodded once and turned to look at the cliffs beyond the beach. Before Kopaka’s 
startled eyes, a massive castle took shape atop the highest of the rock formations. The walls were made 
of stone and the towers bristled with weaponry. All of Metru Nui could probably have fit inside it, with 
room to spare. 

This is extremely not good, thought Kopaka. One Toa Nuva can’t do anything here. Let’s find out what 
five can do. 


Lewa Nuva was in the middle of his own mystery at the moment. Transported to someplace called Bota 
Magna along with Toa Helryx, Vezon, Toa Tuyet, Miserix, Brutaka, and others, he had found himself in the 
presence of someone claiming to be an imprisoned Great Being who sought freedom. The members of 
his party had immediately fallen into debate on whether it was wise to free someone with so much 
potential power and evidently a tenuous grasp on sanity. Lewa rapidly grew tired of the argument and 
found his way out of the fortress. 

The area in which he now stood was one of the most beautiful he had ever seen, even more 
stunning than the jungles of Mata Nui. He used his power to soar above the trees, taking in the majestic 
forest, beautiful rivers, rolling fields, cybernetically enhanced giant reptiles, and — 

Lewa circled back for a second look. Yes, that was a lizard, roughly forty feet high by the Toa’s 
rough estimate. And yes, it did have a laser targeting system in place of one eye, its teeth were polished 
metal, and its tail was covered in circuitry for its entire length. The Toa of Air watched as the beast 
pursued a smaller and much faster reptile. The prey looked likely to escape... at least, until something 
flashed from the giant’s mechanical eye and the ground exploded in front of his quarry. The smaller reptile 
flew backwards, tumbling end over end, and landed hard on the forest floor. The larger reptile swallowed 
it whole. 

And we thought we had Rahi problems on the island, thought Lewa. They grow them big here. 

Swooping down for a closer view, Lewa spotted movement on the forest floor. This time, it wasn’t 
reptiles, but villagers not too different in size from Matoran. They were marching at a steady pace, 
seemingly unaware of the proximity of the massive predator. Lewa decided he had better warn them. 

Landing some distance away, so as not to startle the natives, he waited for their approach. As 
soon as they saw him, they spread out as if to surround them. He kept his arms at his sides, not wanting 
to appear hostile. Now that they were closer, he could see they were quite different from Matoran in 
some ways. They carried very crude weapons, axes and spears and clubs made from wood and rock. 
While they did wear armor, it was a strange hybrid of metal and plant life. 

One of the villagers, obviously the leader of the patrol, stepped forward and addressed the Toa. 
But Lewa could not understand anything he said. He tried to use gestures to convey the message that a 
huge reptile was not far away, but the villagers did not seem to get it, or else just didn’t care. They seemed 
much more fascinated about him. A few of the braver ones poked and prodded him, as if they had never 
seen his like before. 

Now the leader was making gestures of his own, evidently asking Lewa’s point of origin. The Toa 
of Air smiled and nodded, trying to show he understood, and pointed in the direction of the fortress. 
There was an immediate murmuring among the villagers, not at all a happy sound. The next thing Lewa 
knew, the points of countless spears were at his throat. 

Oh, thought the Toa of Air. It’s going to be this kind of day. 


Angonce studied his ancient equipment. It told him much about the state of the newly restored Spherus 
Magna. Mata Nui had gone dormant, at least temporarily; the original Mata Nui robot and its prototype 
had both been destroyed; the nanotech inhabitants of Mata Nui had somehow survived and were emerging 
onto Spherus Magna and interacting with the local inhabitants. 


The Great Being should have been pleased by all this. After all, it was he and his brothers and 
sisters who had created Mata Nui and sent the robot on its mission, which culminated in the restoration 
of the planet. But things had changed a great deal in the last 101,000 years. What might once have been 
cause for celebration now provoked very different emotions. 

They will seek the Great Beings now, he thought. They will want to tell us that all is well. Toa and 
Glatorian, Matoran and Agori, will join together on this joyous mission. But all is not well... and if they go in search 
of those who brought so much glory and so much misery to this world... | fear they will find nothing but death. 


Toa Gaaki sat on a rock, exhausted. Along with a handful of other Toa of Water, she had been 
working for days to help sea creatures and other ocean dwellers to migrate from the ruined Makuta robot 
to the safety of Aqua Magna. It was grueling work, particularly after the most powerful of their number — 
Gali Nuva — was called away by Tahu for a special mission. 

She created a gentle rain to cool herself down. The drops were colder than she expected and 
Gaaki actually shivered. She turned and saw the reason for the temperature change. Kopaka, Toa Nuva of 
Ice, was approaching. 

“Have you seen Tahu?” he asked urgently. 

“Gone north, with Gali, to search for a site for New Atero,” Gaaki answered. “What’s the 
matter?” 

“The Toa Mahri are in danger,” said Kopaka. “Most likely, we all are. As much as | hate to admit 
it, | think it is more than | can handle on my own.” 

Gaaki didn’t know Kopaka well, but she had heard enough stories to realize that an admission like 
that meant serious trouble. Not for the first time, she regretted the fact that she had no real control of 
her Mask of Clairvoyance. It would give her a flash of the near future when it chose to, not at her bidding. 
She didn’t need a mask power, though, to see how drained Kopaka looked. 

“You're tired,” she said. “I don’t know when Tahu will be back, and it sounds like whatever you 
found can’t wait. Give me the story and my team will check it out.” 

Kopaka related how he had seen a band of barbaric Skakdi, trailed by an apparently subservient 
team of Toa Mahri, on a journey across Bara Magna. Both groups were following a strange, gold-skinned 
being, the like of which Kopaka had never seen before. As he watched, the being created a massive castle 
with just a wave of his hand. He had raced back to camp to warn the other Toa and find help. 

It was against Kopaka’s nature to let someone else do his job for him. But he had to admit that 
Gaaki was right: he was exhausted. Going into battle this way would put both himself and any allies in 
jeopardy. She promised him the Toa Hagah would only scout out the situation and would check with him 
before taking any action. 

Kopaka spent much of the day observing the efforts of the salvage teams, assisting where he could. 
Toward evening, he crossed paths with Pohatu Nuva and the two worked together to create a cooling 
shelter for those laboring in what was left of the Bara Magna desert. That was what they were doing when 
a strange Toa of Air came stalking across the sand toward them. 

“How could you let them do it?” the green-armored Toa demanded. “How could any of you let 
them do it?” 

Pohatu triggered his Mask of Speed and flashed forward to intercept the newcomer. “Slow down,” 
said the Toa Nuva of Stone. "Do what? What are you talking about?” 

“Karzahni,” the Toa spat. “The most twisted, evil, sadistic excuse for a living being | have ever met 
— and someone set him free. He’s on this planet somewhere, and I’m going to find him.” 
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“That’s fine,” said Pohatu, trying to keep his gruff voice soothing. “Maybe my friend and | can help. 
But it would help if we knew who you were first.” 

“My name is Lesovikk,” said the Toa of Air. “And | don’t need your help. Just tell me where to 
find Karzahni and lIl take care of the rest.” 

Pohatu shrugged. “No idea. Never met him.” 

“The Toa Mahri have dealt with this Karzahni,” said Kopaka. “But they are... occupied at the 
moment. Still, we know him to be extremely dangerous. If he is on the loose here, we will organize a 
search come dawn.” 

Lesovikk shook his head. “Dawn will be too late. We have to find him now. If you want to help, 
you can pick up my trail at first light.” 

With that, Lesovikk disappeared into the growing darkness. Pohatu watched him go. “Intense,” he 
said. 

“Indeed,” said Kopaka. 

“Kind of reminds me of someone | know,” said the Toa of Stone. 

Kopaka glared at him. “I can’t imagine who.” 


The next morning, Kopaka and Pohatu set out to follow Lesovikk’s path. Kopaka had made arrangements 
that if Gaaki and the Toa Hagah returned with any news, he was to be notified immediately. The Toa of 
Air’s trail went east, toward the village of Vulcanus. As they neared that site, shifting sands obscured any 
signs of Lesovikk’s passing. 

“Maybe he veered off this trail,” Pohatu said. “We might have missed it.” 

“Perhaps,” said Kopaka. “Or perhaps he decided it was wise to cover his tracks.” 

“I’m going to scout ahead,” said Pohatu. 

“Be careful.” 

“Don’t need to be,” the Toa of Stone replied, grinning. “I’m fast.” 

Pohatu disappeared. An instant later, he was back. His smile had not returned with him. 

“You had better come see this,” he said. Grasping Kopaka, he used his mask power again, racing 
the two of them across the sand. They came to a stop at the edge of Iron Canyon. 

“Look,” said Pohatu. 

Kopaka peered over the rim of the canyon. At the bottom, he could see the shattered remains of 
a figure. 

“Dead?” asked Kopaka. 

“Extremely,” said Pohatu. “Wait. It gets better.” 

Pohatu whisked Kopaka down the steep slope to the bottom of the canyon. Even the Toa of Ice, 
who had seen his share of gruesome sights, was struck by the horror of the scene. It only took a moment’s 
glance to confirm that the corpse matched the description Toa Jaller once gave of Karzahni. 

“So he was fleeing the camp, made it this far, stumbled and fell into the canyon,” said Kopaka. 
“Bad way to die, but it happens.” 

“If he died from the fall,” Pohatu replied. “Look at his back.” 

Kopaka knelt down. There was a gash in Karzahni’s armor. It could have been made by a weapon, 
or just by one of the jagged rocks as he fell. 

“And now look at this,” said the Toa of Stone. He held out his hand. In it, he grasped a sword 
with a curved blade. Kopaka had seen its like before. Lesovikk had been carrying it. 


“You think...2” 
“Could be,” nodded Pohatu. “He finds Karzahni, stabs him, and his enemy goes over the cliff into 
the canyon.” 


“If that’s true, he has violated the code of the Toa,” said Kopaka. “We have to bring him down.” 

Pohatu started to reply, then turned at the howl of the wind. A cyclone was hurtling through the 
canyon, directly at the two Toa. 

“If we can, brother,” said Pohatu. “If we can.” 


| was dead. Three grotesque tentacles had erupted from the ground, wrapped themselves around 
me, and dragged me down to my death. That was the only explanation — for if | wasn’t dead, then | was 
mad, and | much preferred extinction to insanity. 

If you have been following this chronicle up to now, you know that I, Telluris, and an intelligent 
Agori-turned-serpent named Metus had been searching for the cause of the Dreaming Plague that had 
wiped out the Iron Tribe ages ago. Our investigation had not gone well, considering that we evidently 
wound up a meal for a monster. But the world beyond death was not at all what | expected. 

| was lying on a cot in a large room. There were perhaps three dozen other cots, half of them 
filled with wounded or ill Agori. Now and again a water Agori would walk by, bringing food and drink to 
my companions. When she noticed my eyes were open, she dropped her tray and rushed over. 

“Sahmad, you’re awake!” she said, smiling. 

Agori do not smile at me. Sneer, yes. Curse, certainly. Even spit on occasion — but smile? Never. 

Hence my belief that if | was not dead, | was in an asylum of some sort. 

| tried to sit up. My body refused to cooperate. 

“Where am I?” | asked. 

“The healer’s chamber,” she answered. “We thought you would never awaken.” 

“Let me rephrase my question,” | said. “Where am |?” 

“Where?” A light dawned in her eyes. “Oh, of course you wouldn’t know. This is the city of 
New Atero on Bota Magna. You were found on northern Bara Magna and they took care of you as well 
as they could down there, until things were ready here.” 

Yes, she was mad. There was no New Atero, certainly not in Bota Magna. And if they found me, 
they would have found my two companions, but | didn’t see either of them here. 

“Telluris, Metus, they were traveling with me. Where are they?” 

My deranged new friend looked uncomfortable. “We never found Telluris. Metus survived for a 
few months — they even used the mask to turn him back into an Agori, but it didn’t help. I’m sorry.” 

“Im surprised you bothered,” | said. “The three of us were not exactly popular with the majority 
of Agori.” 

“That was a long time ago.” 

| recognized that voice. It was a little older, a little rougher, but it belonged to Kiina, the water 
Glatorian. Sure enough, there she was, her armor more battle scarred and her left arm hanging useless at 
her side. 

“Really?” 1 said. “I didn’t think there was a time limit on hatred.” 

“A great deal changed after the fall of the Skrall,” Kiina answered. “You missed all of it. You’ve 
been asleep for 750 years, Sahmad.” 

There was a moment then — just a moment, mind you — when | felt rattled. | mean, it could have 
been true. The monster might have chewed us up and spat us out. Someone might have found Metus and 
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| and kept us alive. All Agori and Glatorian might be living as brothers and sisters in a beautiful new city, 
ready to welcome even survivors of the Iron Tribe into their arms. 

And Thornax fruit might taste like boiled Skopio meat, and the Great Beings might be handing out 
gift baskets of implants, but | wasn’t ready to believe that either. 

| pushed myself up off the cot, ignoring my body’s protests. The Agori handed me a stick | could 
use to support myself. She tried to talk me out of leaving the chamber. | told her I had places to go. 

Outside, the city was as busy as a nest of dune spiders. Agori and Glatorian ran here and there, 
interacting with other beings, large and small. The strangers seemed more machine-like somehow. Yet at 
the same time, their movements were too fluent and graceful to be purely mechanical. My first thought 
was that they would make good slaves — | guess old habits die hard. 

It all looked, sounded, and felt real, but | knew it wasn’t. If | hadn’t been sure before, Kiina’s 
appearance had clinched it. | don’t care how much time had passed, she would never appear at my bedside 
except to stab me. And 750 years was not enough to wipe out over 100 millennia of suspicion, fear, and 
disgust. Someone wanted me to think this was a brand new world. But in my heart, | knew it was the same 
old one. Worse, even. Before, there had been someone to fight. Who did you battle when the enemy was 
determined to stay hidden? 

As | looked around at everyone laboring together for the greater good, | kept thinking, Whose 
dream is this? It certainly wasn’t mine. My people were dead. They couldn’t enjoy all this peace and good 
feeling — and if they couldn’t benefit from it, | didn’t want to either. | would just have soon seen New 
Atero go the way of old Atero. 

| was pondering ways to make that happen when | spotted a flash of familiar armor. The metal 
bore the colors of latter-day Iron Tribe, post-plague. Okay, | admit it, now | was intrigued. Was this 
supposed to be some survivor who made his or her way to the city and found acceptance? If there was 
one in this fantasy, could there be more? | wondered: what if there was a grain of truth to all this? What 
if any Iron Tribe member who showed up in this illusion really was alive somewhere? Was that the point 
of all this, to point me in the direction of other survivors? 

| started to run, pushing my way past Agori and their mechanical helpers. | rounded the corner 
and wound up in the middle of a market. Tables were piled high with armor, food, cloth, pieces of art. | 
spotted my quarry at the far end of the square, turning into a side street. | kept moving, knocking over 
display stands and provoking angry exclamations all around. Ackar, a Fire Glatorian, tried to stop me, but 
he was too old and too slow. 

| took the corner at top speed and skidded to a halt in the soft earth. An Iron Tribe member was 
standing in the center of the street, aiming a Thornax launcher right at my head. But this wasn’t just any 
of my brethren. This was the woman | loved, who died from the dreaming plague more than one hundred 
thousand years ago. | started to say her name. She fired her weapon. The Thornax sped toward me. | felt 
an impact against my helmet, saw a flash of light, heard the dull roar of an explosion... and then | was 
dead. Again. 

Darkness became light. | was back in the healer’s chamber. This time, there was no water Agori, 
no Kiina, no Agori of other tribes in cots. All | saw were Iron Agori. The attendant stopped to stare at 
me. The patients sat up on their beds and they all spoke at once in the same voice. 

“We thought you would be stronger, Sahmad. But you are just as weak as Telluris, Metus, and all the rest. 
Still, we can take some comfort. Weak souls taste lovely, after all.” 


Pohatu reached out to grab Kopaka. A burst of super-speed and they could both outrace the 
oncoming cyclone. Kopaka shook him off. 

“Some things, brother, | can do for myself,” said the Toa Nuva of Ice. 

With that, Kopaka unleashed a blast of ice from his blizzard blade. It formed a wall three feet thick 
across the canyon. The cyclone hit it head-on. The ice wall began to fragment. Kopaka applied more power 
to shore it up. 

“Why don’t we just —?” said Pohatu. 

“Quiet,” Kopaka answered. “I have to concentrate.” 

Pohatu shrugged. Sometimes, Kopaka chose to do things the most difficult way, just to be 
stubborn. In fact, most of the time he did that, and it never bothered Pohatu all that much. But doing it 
now, when they were standing over a dead body with a potential murderer on the loose, seemed like bad 
timing. 

Triggering his mask power, Pohatu shot off toward the cyclone, vibrating through Kopaka’s ice 
wall as he went. Racing around and around it counter to the direction of its spin, he cancelled out the 
whirlwind’s power. It dissipated rapidly and Pohatu skidded to a stop on the rocky ground. He looked 
back toward Kopaka, but all he could see was the white wall. Annoyed, Pohatu kicked a boulder at it, 
punching a hole right in the center. Through the hole, he could see a startled Kopaka. 

“The best defense is a good offense, right?” said Pohatu. 

“Not when you’re trying to prove a point,” snapped Kopaka. 

Pohatu sped back to the side of the Toa of Ice. “Which was?” 

“Think about it. If Lewa sent a cyclone at someone, would a wall — any wall — stop it? Or would 
he just make his creation go up and over the barrier? But this whirlwind just kept battering the wall.” 

“So Lesovikk wasn’t here to direct it, or...” began Pohatu. 

“Or he didn’t create it in the first place,” finished Kopaka. “Sometimes a cyclone is just a cyclone... 
not an attempt to destroy evidence.” 

Pohatu looked around the canyon floor. It was dotted with caves, rocky outcroppings, and a 
thousand other places someone could hide. “Can we get out of here? This place has ‘ambush’ written all 
over it.” 

Kopaka gestured to the corpse of Karzahni. “I think he’d agree.” 


The two Toa gathered up the body and brought it back to the Agori/Matoran camp. Tahu and Gali had 
returned from their scouting mission to the North. The Toa of Fire listened to the news with a grim 
expression. When Kopaka had finished telling the story, Tahu knelt to examine the body. After a moment, 
he rose and walked away, beckoning Kopaka to follow him. 


“This is bad,” Tahu said quietly. “We have to earn the trust of these Agori and Glatorian if we 
want to carry out Mata Nui’s wishes and build a peaceful society here. We're a long way from finding a 
site for New Atero. All we need right now is some rogue Toa running around pursuing his private wars.” 

“Lesovikk is still our best suspect,” Kopaka agreed. “But we have no idea where he’s gone.” 

“I do,” said Tahu. 


“We saw him heading north,” Gali said to Pohatu. “And, come to think of it... | don’t think he had his 
sword with him.” 

Pohatu frowned. “Well, that’s not good. But why leave it behind?” 

“| don’t know,” said Gali. “Maybe someone should go ask him?” 

“Maybe so,” Pohatu replied. “So how did your trip go?” 

Gali shrugged. “Not so good. We searched all over, but nothing looked right to Tahu. We're a 
long way from finding a site for New Atero. But wel get there. We owe it to our people and the people 
of Spherus Magna.” 

Pohatu nodded. A cluster of Agori nearby caught his attention. They were whispering among 
themselves and pointing toward the Toa. Rumors were already spreading about a murder in the desert. 
Pohatu wondered if the Agori were thinking that he and Kopaka had not just found the body, but had 
done the killing. 

Looks like we have one more reason to find Lesovikk, he thought. And it had better be soon. 


The next morning, with mounts and provisions, the two Toa headed north. Tahu had offered to come 
along, but Kopaka said no. “If the Agori are getting suspicious of us, we need our leader here to keep a 
lid on things,” the Toa of Ice had reasoned. “You and Gali talk with Ackar, let him know what’s going on. 
Pohatu and | will handle the rest.” 

Now, a few hours’ ride from the camp, Pohatu thought it was time to pose the question. “So how 
are we going to handle him?” 

“What do you mean?” asked Kopaka. 

“Look, we fought Tahu back on the island when he had that Rahkshi poison in him,” said Pohatu. 
“And other Toa have gone bad in the past and had to be stopped. But... he’s still one of us, and there 
aren’t too many of ‘us’ left these days. Besides, from what | hear... if he did kill Karzahni... he had good 
reason.” 

“Maybe that’s the problem,” said Kopaka. “He felt he was justified. Karzahni was an abomination, 
after all. But fighting monsters is what we do. If we start thinking we have good reason to kill them, and 
we do it, then we become no better than they are. We’re meant to be defenders, not executioners.” 

“I’m just saying...” 

“| know what you’re saying... believe me, | do,” said Kopaka. “But there’s a fine line between 
being a hero and being a monster. If Lesovikk crossed it, we stop him. Cold.” 


The two Toa rode north for three days. The land turned from brown to green, lush forest replacing sand 
dunes. They saw no sign of Lesovikk or anyone else. More than once, Pohatu wondered aloud what had 
happened to Lewa, the Toa Nuva of Air. Perhaps one air-wielder would be able to find another more 
easily, he suggested. But Lewa had vanished before the defeat of Makuta and not been seen since. 

For his part, Kopaka was focusing on the murder. All the evidence pointed in one direction, but 
what if it wasn’t the right direction? Sure, Lesovikk had means, motive and opportunity to kill Karzahni, 
but so did a lot of others. For that matter, what if this wasn’t about Karzahni, not personally? 

Pohatu didn’t get where his friend was going. “Someone stabbed him with a sword and pushed 
him over a cliff. How is that not personal?” 

Kopaka shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s simply... what if it wasn’t about something Karzahni had 
done, so much as what he represented?” 
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“Crazy people with patchwork masks and really bad attitudes? Yeah, | can see Karzahni 
representing that.” 

Before the debate could go any further, Kopaka held up a hand to signal for silence. Something 
was moving in the forest up ahead. Lesovikk? Someone else? Kopaka summoned his elemental energies, 
prepared for an attack. 

Nothing could prepare either Toa for what happened next. A scream ripped through their minds, 
one made up of pure agony and something more... complete shock. The mental cry was so powerful both 
Toa fell from their mounts, hands covering their audio receptors. That did no good. The scream wasn’t a 
physical one, but a telepathic one, and it brought with it flashes of imagery neither Toa would ever forget. 

When it finally subsided, Kopaka was the first to his feet. Before Pohatu could stop him, he ran 
for the woods. When the Toa of Stone caught up to him, he found Kopaka standing over what looked 
like a piece of scarlet gelatin. Pohatu glanced around and saw that similar objects covered the ground for 
hundreds of yards. 

“Is that —?” 

Kopaka nodded. “Even if | hadn’t heard a description of sorts, that mental flash told the story. 
That’s Tren Krom, all over.” 

Pohatu’s eyes widened. “The Tren Krom? ‘Look at him and you go insane, used to rule the 
universe’ Tren Krom? What could do... that... to him?” 

Kopaka didn’t answer. Tren Krom was supposed to be at a power level that dwarfed Karzahni. 
But someone or something had reduced him to pieces in an instant and left no obvious clues behind. It 
was certainly a crime a Toa of Air had the power to carry out, except for one thing. There had been one 
image telepathically sent into Kopaka’s mind that didn’t point to Lesovikk. It was a simple, clear image of 
a single object. 

A red star. 


“...And that’s the job Tahu Nuva wants you to do,” said Onua. “It won’t be an easy one. We 
don’t know if it is even possible. But it was Mata Nui’s wish that —” 

“We find the Great Beings. We know,” Toa Orde cut in. “ld read your mind before you even 
started talking. But I’m still not clear on why.” 

Toa Chiara shot a narrow bolt of electricity from her finger. It struck the hunk of metal Orde was 
sitting on. The jolt made him jump to his feet. 

“Less time reading,” said Chiara. “More time listening.” 

Orde moved toward Chiara, about to say something unpleasant. She rose up to confront him. 
Onua sighed, ready to unleash an earth tremor to knock them both back to the sandy ground. He needn’t 
have bothered. The third Toa present, Zaria, made a gesture and both Toa dropped like rocks. 

“Sit down and be quiet,” Zaria said quietly. “I want to hear this.” 

Onua smiled. Apparently, including a Toa of Iron in the group had been a good idea, after all. 
“Thank you. As you know, the Great Beings created Mata Nui so that he would someday repair the 
damage done to Spherus Magna. He did that, and when he was done, he said we had to make sure the 
Great Beings knew their mission had been accomplished. Seems like a reasonable request.” 

Orde shot a baleful look at Zaria. With a shrug, the Toa of Iron released him from the grip of his 
metal-controlling power. Orde got back to his feet. “Why isn’t Tahu going, if this is so important?” 

Onua didn’t hesitate to answer. When you were dealing with a Toa of Psionics, there wasn’t much 
point in being dishonest anyway. “Let’s say there are... issues. It’s taking the Agori some time to learn to 
work together after so many years of competing, especially with the immediate danger apparently over. 
And many of them aren’t too sure about how they feel about Matoran yet.” 

Chiara had been freed from Orde’s power too, but still lay on the ground. She hurled a bolt of 
lightning into the sky, which then split and took on the semblance of Tahu Nuva. “So he’s, what, negotiating 
for our side? Wouldn’t Gali be a better choice?” 

Onua sighed. “Gali has her own mission. Tahu is working with Ackar and Kiina to resolve these 
disputes. You three are going to Bota Magna, to start with... from there, it’s impossible to say.” 

Zaria spoke, never lifting his eyes from the ground. “Why us? We don’t know each other. We 
never worked together before.” 

Onua nodded. Zaria was right. It had been many long nights talking with Toa and Matoran before 
he, Tahu and Gali had made their choices: 

Orde, for all his attitude, had once used his powers to save a dozen trapped Matoran from a band 
of Dark Hunters. The Matoran escaped; Orde didn’t. He was finally saved by the rest of his Toa team, but 
not before enduring days of interrogation. Only his strength of will had kept him sane. 

Chiara had a reputation as a loner, unusual in a Toa of Lightning. But she didn’t really need a team. 
During the Visorak invasion, she had single-handedly snuck into the spiders’ camp and electrified the 
colony drones. Anytime the Visorak came near to feed off the drones’ energies, they got jolted. Deprived 


of their food source, they had to disperse to look for more. Chiara took advantage of this to pick them 
off one by one until she had eliminated more than 50. 

Zaria was a different case altogether. He was one of the last of the Toa of Iron, having seen most 
of his friends killed by Makuta. Somehow, he had survived the purge, even managing to destroy one 
member of the Brotherhood. It had been necessary, but also a violation of the Toa code against killing. It 
was believed that the experience left Zaria feeling like an outcast, in more ways than one. There were 
rumors that he began routinely slaying his enemies, but no one was certain if that was the truth. What 
was sure was that he was a driven being, one who needed somewhere to focus his energies. He had to 
have a mission, so Tahu decided to give him one that would test even his powers. 

“We know the target,” said Chiara, “but we don’t know the territory.” 

“She has a point,” said Orde. “None of us have been more than a couple of kio from the site of 
Makuta’s fall. We don’t know what might be between us and the Great Beings, if they are even up there.” 

“That’s why I’m coming along.” 

The three Toa turned to see a white-armored Glatorian walking toward them. He moved with 
the easy grace of a veteran of battle, the sort of fluid movement they all knew could morph into a deadly 
strike in an instant. 

Before the Glatorian could say anything more, Orde said, “His name is Gelu. He’s going to be our 
guide, but he’s not too happy about it.” 

Gelu took three quick strides and held his ice slicer up to Orde’s throat. “Good one,” said Gelu. 
“Why don’t you take a guess at what I’m going to do next?” 

A lightning bolt sizzled between the two of them. “It’s too hot to fight, boys,” said Chiara. “I say 
if we’re going, then let’s go. It has to be more fun than watching Toa of Water hauling equipment out of 
Metru Nui all day.” 

Gelu relaxed. Like Chiara, he was used to working on his own. Now he had to be a leader. Onua 
hadn’t told him why he was picked for the job, maybe because the Toa of Earth didn’t know... or didn’t 
want Orde to find out. 

“Your mounts are ready,” Gelu said. “We have enough supplies for a week, then we forage. You’re 
going to see a lot of strange things on this trip. II let you know which ones to worry about.” 

“Fair enough,” said Chiara, standing and brushing the sand off her armor. “But who’s going to tell 
us if we need to worry about you?” 


In another place... 

Angonce, one of the Great Beings, had fought down his fear. It would do no good to panic at this 
stage. He had to be calm and go through the situation point by point. Maybe then he would find an answer. 

When the Great Beings created the Mata Nui robot, their plan was a simple one. Mata Nui would 
return when the time was right, heal the shattered remains of Spherus Magna, and then power down. 
Neither it, nor the beings inside who kept it running, would be needed anymore. Some Great Beings 
wanted to keep a few intact to study; others felt the materials could be better used in other projects. No 
one advocated letting Toa, Matoran, etc. run free on Spherus Magna. They weren’t independent beings 
with a right to life and liberty, after all. They were tools to be used to keep the Mata Nui robot 
functioning... weren’t they? 

Things had not gone quite as planned. There had evidently been glitches in the Al of Mata Nui, 
Makuta, and the Great Beings’ other creations. Instead of a simple repairing of the planet, there had been 
a robot war and the bizarre sight of nanotech creations nobly sacrificing themselves in battle and, in many 
cases, dying to save others. That was not the behavior of bio-mechanical servitors. That was an actual, 
new species fighting and dying for its freedom. 

Ordinarily, this would have been a cause for celebration. But at the same time that the Great 
Beings had failed to predict the future, they had also planned a little too well. 

During the Core War, the Great Beings had unleashed a “doomsday weapon” that came to be 
called “baterra.” Their role was to end the war by force by eliminating any armed combatant they 
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encountered. Once it became inevitable that the Shattering would happen, the Great Beings tried to use 
their failsafe to shut the baterra down. It failed, and the baterra remained active to this day. 

That failure made them think about how much power each Toa would have. If something went 
wrong upon Mata Nui’s return, and the Toa were unleashed, the Agori would stand no chance against 
them. Suppose the Toa went bad? Suppose they wanted to conquer this new world? If so, then once again 
Spherus Magna would be in mortal danger as a result of the Great Beings’ actions. That could not be 
allowed to happen. 

They had little time, but they put it to good use, designing and building a new creation. It existed 
for one purpose, and one alone: to destroy Toa. The Great Beings believed no single Toa, or team of Toa, 
could hope to stand against it. It was christened Marendar, an Agori word meaning “salvation,” and placed 
in a vault. 

Angonce knew the abrupt appearance of so many Toa on Spherus Magna might well activate 
Marendar. He hurried to the vault, but too late — the living weapon had already smashed its way through 
three feet of metallic protodermis and was gone. It would carry out its programming and kill any and every 
Toa on the planet. 

They think they have found a new world, the Great Being said to himself. How could they know nothing 
waits here for them... but death? 
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There are some days when you feel like every weapon in the world is loaded and aimed at you. 
There are some days when you know that even your best friend, if you had one, would be pointing you 
out to a Skopio as a possible meal. | was having one of those kind of days. Let me explain. 

| was sitting in an illusory healing tent, facing a bunch of Agori who weren’t really there, yet were 
all talking in the same voice — and they weren’t sending warm greetings. No, they were talking about... 
well, let’s just say they were good at making threats and leave it at that. Was | afraid? Sure. But just like 
you could take a Thornax fruit and turn it into a weapon, you can take fear and turn it into anger. Fear is 
a rock you can hide under. Anger is a rock you can throw at someone else. 

“Are you going to show yourself?” | asked my unseen host. “Or just keep talking through your 
made-up Agori?” 

Laughter filled the room. It sounded like crystal being shattered and then ground into dust. “You 
think the beings you see before you are the products of my imagination?” my captor asked. “Then look 
again.” 

The Agori were shimmering, fading, and in their place stood Sisters of the Skrall, maybe a dozen. 
| began to regret my question. | knew what the Sisters could do to your brain. But there’s an old saying: 
“You don’t get across the Skrall River by just dipping in your toe.” 

“So the Sisters work for you? Are they responsible for what happened to the Iron Agori — the 
dreaming plague?” 

There was that laughter again. | was starting to hate that sound. “The Sisters are silly little fools,” 
came the answer. “They actually believe a Great Being visited power upon them. It was | that gifted them 
with the psionic powers they wield. | thought it would be amusing to see them destroy the males of their 
species. But, like you, they were too weak, and allowed themselves to be driven out. They didn’t have the 
will to conquer — and now they have no will at all.” 

“And was that what the plague was, just another one of your experiments?” | demanded. 

The mouths of every Sister opened, and the same answer came from them all. “Experiment? Oh, 
no. That was lunch.” 

The Sisters of the Skrall dropped to the ground then, as if their legs could suddenly no longer 
support them. A pinpoint of light appeared near the far wall and rapidly grew larger and larger. My host 
was making its appearance. | was about to confront the being that wiped out my tribe. 

Imagine staring directly into the sun, and the reddish streaks burned into your eyes taking the 
shape of things too hideous to describe. Even when you close your eyes, look away, it makes no difference: 
you know you’ve seen something you can never erase from your memory. Would you be fortunate to 
stay sane, or would that be the worst possible luck? 

“| hungered,” said a voice from the center of the sphere of light. “And when | hunger, | feed. The 
dreams of your people were a very satisfying meal. Enough so that | did not need nourishment again for 


many years. Of course, once | was done, your people had no dreams left. But they, like the dreams 
themselves, were hardly to be missed.” 

| needed a weapon. | needed something to blow out this malevolent sun that was still expanding. 
It filled the room with light, but no heat. Just a bone-chilling cold that made the desert night seem tropical. 
But | had no weapon. Anger, defiance, stubbornness, a willingness to die to avenge my people — those | 
had in abundance. They would have to do. 

“Nice light show,” | said. “Pretty fancy for something the Great Beings made and threw away. 
That is what you are, isn’t it? Another one of their projects gone wrong?” 

The light flared brighter. Crimson tentacles erupted from the glowing sphere. | barely avoided 
their grasp. 

“| existed before your Great Beings were born,” said the creature. “I sensed their coming and 
wondered if they might pose some threat to me. | even tried to touch them with madness, but their minds 
were too... strange. Their minds fed on mine. They took the dreams from me and that energy inspired 
them to greater and greater feats of creation, and | was forced to hide in the depths of Spherus Magna.” 

Hide and wait, | thought. And while waiting, it got hungry. And the Agori paid the price. 

| heard noises behind me. | glanced over my shoulder to see Metus and Telluris rushing in — or 
was it them? Last time | had seen Metus, he was a snake. Now he was walking on two legs, like any other 
Agori, and there was nothing serpentine about him. 

“Dreams,” said the creature, whose brightness filled the room now. “Is he a snake who dreams 
he is an Agori, or an Agori who dreams he is a snake?” 

“Come on!” said Telluris. “We have to get out of here!” 

| admit it. | hesitated. | wasn’t sure if my two allies were real or more figments of imagination. By 
the time | made a decision, the Sisters of the Skrall were back on their feet and heading for us. We ran 
then, one fellow tribe member and one Agori who shouldn’t have been able to run. We ran through 
tunnels that stretched for miles, ran until we saw the light from the surface shining up ahead. Telluris let 
out a whoop, and we forced ourselves to keep going. On the surface, in the sunlight, everything would be 
alright. We would leave our fears behind us in the dark and then find a way to banish their source forever. 
All we had to do was make it to the light. 

And we did. We climbed and clawed our way back to the surface, back to the bright Spherus 
Magna morning. For now, we were safe. 

Only... only it wasn’t morning. It was the middle of the night. And the light we had seen, the light 
we had run to past all endurance was not the light of the sun. It was the thing, the creature we had tried 
so hard to escape. It was on the surface, it was free of whatever had forced it to hide below ground for 
so long. And somehow | knew it was hungry. 
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Kopaka and Pohatu stood in the forest, staring at the remains of Tren Krom. Once one of the 
most powerful entities in the Matoran universe, now Tren Krom was just pieces scattered among the 
foliage, a truly disturbing sight for more reasons than one. 

“I wonder who’s next,” said Pohatu. 

“What are you talking about?” asked Kopaka. 

“You don’t see it? First Karzahni, now Tren Krom... there’s a pattern here. Beings with great 
power dying, one after another.” 

“Two deaths is hardly a pattern,” replied the Toa Nuva of Ice. “Two widely different locations, 
two different methods of murder... I'll admit | wondered if Lesovikk might have killed Tren Krom, but | 
can’t see what motive he would have.” 

Pohatu shook his head. “Lesovikk didn’t kill him. At least, | don’t think so. Lesovikk was angry at 
Karzahni, out for revenge, but he wasn’t insane. Whoever did this... well, let’s just say there were cleaner 
ways to get rid of Tren Krom.” 

Kopaka crouched down to examine the remains. “That’s true. Plus we have to ask, who could 
have gotten close enough to Tren Krom to do this? His mind was strong enough to sense another intellect 
even at long range, as | understand it.” 

“Maybe someone he trusted?” asked Pohatu. 

Kopaka stood and looked around the forest. It felt oppressively still. “I doubt he trusted many, if 
anyone at all. But consider this: he was supposed to be physically bound to his island in our old universe, 
unable to move. But when the Order of Mata Nui agents went to retrieve him, he was gone. Next thing 
we know, he’s here, and dead.” 

“The Order... do you think they —?” 

Pohatu’s question was cut off by a sound from up above. Someone or something was in the trees. 
Pohatu couldn’t see it clearly, but could tell that whatever it was, it had huge wings. 

“Shall 1?” he asked Kopaka. 

“Please,” said the Toa of Ice. “Some things | can do for myself.” 

Kopaka summoned his elemental energies and hurled a blast of frost at the watcher in the trees. 
The effect was to ice up its wings and send the stranger tumbling from its perch and onto the ground. 

Pohatu watched as the new arrival, dazed, tried to rise. It did indeed have scalloped wings, along 
with quite long arms and legs. It wore a Kanohi mask and a sword of fire had slipped from its hands when 
it fell. Not a native of Spherus Magna, then, Pohatu thought. It’s one of ours. 

“Who are you?” demanded Kopaka. “Why were you spying on us?” 

“Not spying,” gasped the winged stranger. “Hunting.” 

“Like you hunted Tren Krom here?” said Pohatu. 

The thing shook its head. “I didn’t hunt him... someone else did. But then he left without feasting, 
so the food became mine.” 
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“Who left? Who killed him?” asked Kopaka. 

“| tried to see,” said the creature. “But he knew | was there. A howling wind knocked me from 
my watching spot and broke many limbs off the trees. By the time | touched the sky again, he was gone.” 

“| scouted around,” said Pohatu. “I saw no tracks coming in or out of this area.” 

“If | were one of your kind, you would believe,” said the creature, bitterly. “But | suppose you 
think truth is as alien to me as my appearance is to you.” 

Pohatu glanced at Kopaka, then back at the winged being. “What’s your name?” 

“When there was anyone to call me by name, it was Gaardus. But that was long ago, when | lived 
in a koro. Now | am just what you see.” 

“You... were a Matoran?” asked Kopaka, trying and failing to keep the disbelief out of his voice. 

Gaardus shook the remaining fragments of ice off his wings and rose to his feet. “You say the 
name as if there was some honor attached to it. Yes, | was a Matoran. | had a home, a job, a life. Then | 
was taken by a band of my brothers who had been exiled for crimes too horrible to relate. They were 
Nynrah Ghosts, hated and feared by even their own.” 

“lve heard of the Nynrah,” said Kopaka. “Weaponsmiths.” 

“So you say,” Gaardus replied. It shuddered as if the memories themselves were bringing pain. 
“They decided to make a living weapon... | was the result. But | was too smart for them. | escaped... and 
| hunted... until none of them were left.” 

Pohatu was stunned. What kind of Matoran could so mutate another of their own species? How 
had the other Nynrah allowed this to happen? Were they so obsessed with the secrecy of their culture 
that they never thought to summon a Toa to stop their exiles from doing something so horrible? 

“You got out of the robot, somehow,” said Pohatu. “Maybe with the Rahi, so you wouldn’t be 
noticed. My guess is you’re good at hiding by now. Then you headed north, as far away from your... the 
Matoran as possible.” 

“| wanted to get away from the rage,” answered Gaardus. “But it followed me even to this peaceful 
place.” 

Kopaka couldn’t help but feel pity for the tragic creature before him. But there were two deaths 
that had to be explained, and no time to redress old wrongs. Perhaps when this was all over... 

“What did you see? Tell us everything,” he said. 

“The one you call Tren Krom appeared in the forest, from nowhere,” Gaardus began, speaking 
slowly and carefully. “He was... confused. He could move, but not very far or very fast. | was going to 
hunt, but his mind touched mine, and it hurt. Then... there was someone else, and the winds came, and | 
saw the star, and...” 

“Wait!” said Kopaka. “You saw a star? What star?” 

“The red star,” Gaardus said, as if the answer was obvious. “I saw it in my mind.” 

Kopaka was intrigued. He, too, had seen an image of the red star, projected telepathically by Tren 
Krom in his dying moments. The red star had hovered above the island of Mata Nui in the days when 
Kopaka and his allies first arrived. Much later, he and the others learned that the star was in fact some 
kind of booster rocket system used by the Mata Nui robot to break free of a planet’s gravitational pull. It 
was not a true star, but an engine. None of which explained why Tren Krom would be thinking of it so 
urgently at such a dire moment. 

“| had not thought of the star in so long,” Gaardus continued. “Not since the death of the Nynrah. 
The star was why | stayed in the Nynrah’s village for so long after my escape. Now | wonder if what | was 
waiting for was up there, not down among the land and water.” 

Kopaka looked up. The star was in the sky now above Spherus Magna, and had been since the 
arrival of the Mata Nui robot on the planet. With the robot destroyed, the red star would not be 
summoned into use again. Yet still it hung among the true stars, waiting, waiting for a call that would never 
come. 

“If only we could get up there...” Kopaka said, more to himself than anyone else. 

“The hunting would be poor,” said Gaardus. 


“Not for what we’re seeking,” Pohatu said. “Doesn’t matter, though, neither one of us is equipped 
for space flight.” 

Gaardus looked down at the ground for a long time. Then he said, very quietly, “I could bring you. 
But | do not want to return there. No one ever does.” 

“Get us there how?” asked Kopaka. 

“1 was built to be a hunter,” said Gaardus. “And a hunter returns to the grounds that are rich in 
prey. Anywhere | have ever been, | can return to... even such a place as that.” 

“Then take us there,” Kopaka said. 

“Um, Kopaka?” said Pohatu. “Can | have a word?” 

The Toa of Ice and Stone walked a few feet away from Gaardus and spoke in low tones. “Do we 
really want to leave the driving to the winged wonder over there? What if he doesn’t like Toa any better 
than Matoran?” 

“Do you have a better suggestion? Tren Krom used his last seconds of life to tell us about the 
star... or warn us. There’s something up there connected to his death. We have to find out what it is.” 

“Okay,” said Pohatu. “But this isn’t the first time I’ve wondered if you don’t have your Kanohi on 
too tight.” 

The two Toa turned back to Gaardus. “If you can get us there, we need to go,” said Kopaka. 

“And quickly, before one of us changes his mind, namely me,” added Pohatu. 

If Gaardus thought they had both gone mad, he obviously saw no point in saying. He merely 
stepped up to them, unwrapped his wings, and then folded them around the two heroes. And in that 
instant, all three were gone. 

Pohatu wasn’t sure what to expect — he had never been inside a “star” before. When Gaardus 
opened his wings and stepped away, the Toa of Stone looked around. He was inside a curved hallway. The 
walls seemed to be a combination of metal bands and organic tissue, much the way he imagined the inside 
of a Toa would look. Steeling himself, he reached out and touched one of the surfaces. Both metal and 
tissue were still and cold as ice. 

At least I’m not inside something that’s alive, he thought. Kind of had enough of that. 

“Company,” said Kopaka, under his breath. 

Pohatu looked down the hallway. Three small beings clad in purple and black armor were moving 
toward them. Something about them seemed vaguely familiar, like Pohatu had heard them described 
before, but he couldn’t remember when. As soon as they saw the two Toa and their winged companion, 
they seemed to grow very alarmed. 

“What are you doing here?” one of the beings asked. “You need to go back. You should be gone 
by now.” 

“No,” said another. “Don’t you remember what happened the last time? They wouldn’t go back 
and we had to —” 

The third interrupted, pointing at Gaardus. “That one has been here before. He was the last. He 
must know why no one can go now.” 

“But look at them!” said the first to speak. “It must be working again, or how could they be here 
like that?” 

The others paused, as if acknowledging their friend had a point. The one who had remembered 
Gaardus nodded, saying, “Very well. But if it doesn’t work, do we need to end them like the other ones?” 

All three little beings produced wicked looking hand weapons. “Naturally,” said the first. “How 
else are we to make things right?” 


The team had been traveling for several days when Toa Chiara finally asked Toa Orde the question 
that had been on her mind. Being a Toa of Psionics, he already knew the question was coming and could 
have answered it days ago. But he preferred to wait until she came to him. 

“So,” Chiara said casually, “why aren’t you female?” 

Orde had heard this question more than a few times in his long life and usually didn’t bother to 
answer. But he knew Chiara wouldn’t leave the issue alone until her curiosity was satisfied. 

“I know, | know,” he replied. “All Psionics Matoran, Toa and Turaga are female, and I’m male. 
Simple answer is, I’m the reason they’re all female.” 

Seeing the puzzlement in Chiara’s eyes, Orde smiled. 

“Į was the first Psionics Toa, and one of the first Toa ever created,” he continued. “But | was, let’s 
say, a little too... aggressive in using my powers. | had a temper then. A short fuse plus psionics leads to 
bad things... sometimes very bad things.” 

“Like what?” asked Chiara, intrigued. 

“You know the Zyglak? Those savage, brutal monstrosities that hate everything to do with Mata 
Nui and think everyone looks better with a dagger in them? Well, they didn’t used to be that bad. Oh, 
they were nasty and violent, but... see, my first job was to calm them down a bit. And, well, it didn’t quite 
work out that way.” 

“Oh, no...” said Chiara. 

“What can | say? | got annoyed and pushed when | should have pulled.” 

“That still doesn’t explain why —” 

“After that, someone decided that maybe a gentler touch was needed for Psionics... so all the 
subsequent Psionics types were made female.” 

“Right,” said Chiara. She shot a bolt of electricity from her finger, frying a lizard that had been 
sunning itself on a rock. “We females are so gentle, after all.” 

At the head of the column, Gelu glanced back, annoyed. He had warned the Toa about 
unnecessary talking as they crossed the border into Bota Magna. There was no telling how much this 
region had changed in the years since the Shattering or what dangers might be waiting. Bad enough to be 
saddled with a fool’s errand — finding the Great Beings, indeed, might as well try to find a sweet-natured 
Skrall — but the Toa seemed to be in no hurry to take his advice. 

They were riding into a narrow valley bordered by deep woods. It was lush and green and the 
cool breeze felt good after so many years in the Bara Magna desert. Most travelers would focus on the 
fruit-bearing trees or the grasses waving in the wind. All Gelu could see was a perfect spot for an ambush. 

“Orde, are you picking anything up?” he asked. 

The Toa of Psionics nodded. “I thought | did... a lot of minds, all buzzing at once... but then 
something blanked it out. Either my power isn’t working right here, or else there’s a really powerful mind 
in the region that’s interfering with reception.” 
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“Zaria, Chiara, take the flanks,” Gelu ordered. “Be ready.” 

The four adventurers rode in silence down a well-worn path covered with all manner of animal 
tracks. Gelu guessed they were not far from a water source. The local wildlife must have made the trip 
many times. The proximity of fresh water was the good news. The bad news was that predators would 
frequent an area like this, looking for any prey that might be heading for a drink. 

There was a sudden flash of lightning off to the right. Gelu, weapon drawn, turned to see it was 
not a natural phenomenon. Chiara had hurled her electric power at something in the woods, but only 
succeeded in blasting a tree to splinters. 

“| saw something,” she insisted. “But then it was gone.” 

Orde shrugged. “I still have nothing.” 

Gelu gave Chiara a look that said he didn’t doubt her word. He was getting the familiar feeling of 
being shadowed. He wished they could get off the path, where they were so exposed, but the woods 
were too thick for the mounts to make it through. They would have to take their chances. 

Something exploded behind Orde’s sand stalker. The beast reared, almost throwing the Toa, then 
charged forward. Then there were more explosions all around and all the mounts panicked. The three 
Toa struggled to control their galloping animals, and Gelu found he wasn’t doing much better. The sand 
stalkers’ flight carried the riders almost to the other end of the valley. Too late, Gelu spotted the net 
rising up off the ground in front of them. 

“Watch out!” he shouted. 

The mounts charged into the net, which gave but held. Jolted by the sudden stop, the riders fell, 
getting tangled up with the net and their animals. The net was pulled roughly backwards and closed around 
them. Gelu looked back to see who was dragging them across the valley floor and was shocked to see it 
was Vorox. 

“What in Mata Nui’s name are those?” asked Toa Zaria. 

“They’re not much better than beasts,” Gelu answered. “We had them in Bara Magna. They live 
in packs, hunting for fresh meat under the command of the strongest male in the tribe. The Skrall treated 
them like wild animals, and that’s not far wrong. But this net doesn’t seem like something they would think 
to use...” 

That was when Gelu took a second look at their captors. They weren’t carrying the crude 
weapons Bara Magnan Vorox sometimes did. Instead, each one wielded a sophisticated ranged weapon of 
a kind Gelu had not seen since the Core War. It fired spheres of explosive force, and despite the age of 
the equipment, it obviously still worked well. The tech level should have been well beyond the backwards 
Vorox, yet here they were using them like professional soldiers. 

A single Vorox, taller and stronger than the rest, approached the net. This would be the alpha male, 
thought Gelu. If he decides were a possible meal, bel signal and the rest will fall on us before we can make a 
move. So let’s hope we don’t look appetizing. 

The Vorox leader bent over and sniffed the air. Then he shifted position and did it a few more 
times. Finally, he rose, looked at Gelu, and did something remarkable — he spoke, in perfect Agori, saying, 
“Your kind, | know. These others are... unfamiliar.” 

“You... you can talk?” asked Gelu. 

“Naturally,” said the Vorox. “How do you think we communicate, grunts and screeches? You are 
confusing us with our southern brethren.” 

Seeing the question on Gelu’s face, the Vorox continued. “Yes, we know all about the Vorox of 
Bara Magna and their fall from glory. But we are Bota Magna Vorox. When the Shattering happened, we 
found ourselves trapped here, in what turned out to be a paradise. There was plentiful food and water 
and we wanted for very little. Thus we never faced the challenges the desert Vorox did, nor did we fail at 
them so spectacularly. | am Kabrua, by the way, the leader of this society.” 

Chiara had heard enough. She nodded to Zaria. On a whispered count of three, she used her 
electrical powers to burn through the net, even as Zaria triggered his control over metal to try to seize 
the weapons of the Vorox. As soon as the first Vorox felt his weapon being pulled from his hand by the 


Toa’s power, the scorpion-tailed creature opened fire. Both Toa were knocked off their feet by the 
explosive force. Chiara was knocked unconscious and Zaria lost a chunk of his shoulder armor. 

Orde started to rise, struggling against the net. Gelu saw a dozen weapons swing toward him. 
“Orde, stop!” he yelled. “Just... stop.” 

“Very wise,” said Kabrua. “My people are suspicious of strangers at the best of times. Strangers 
with the ability to create lightning or make objects move — the world would be a far safer place if such 
beings were dead.” 

“Congratulations on speaking complete sentences,” said Orde. “Sounds like you’re just as bad as 
your barbarian cousins.” 

Gelu wasn’t listening to the argument. He was busy thinking. Bota Magna had only rejoined Bara 
Magna a short while ago, so how did Kabrua know about the state of the Bara Magna Vorox? And where 
had his people gotten those weapons? They were rare even during the war. Information they shouldn’t 
know plus tech they shouldn’t have added up to one thing — these Vorox might be in contact with a Great 
Being or at least have found one of their lairs. 

“What do you intend to do with us?” asked Gelu. He was hoping Kabrua planned to keep them 
alive, so he could get some answers from the Vorox leader. 

“I know something of how the Vorox were treated in the desert these past years,” Kabrua 
answered. “Hunted, hounded, treated like monsters... all by the so-called intelligent races. Perhaps it 
might be a good idea for you and your companions to experience some of what they experienced... it 
could prove to be a valuable lesson, if inevitably your last one.” 

Kabrua turned to his tribesmen. “Take them to the city. Tonight, we feast...” The Vorox leader 
eyed Gelu and the Toa with a gleam in his eye that said he was not so very far from the savagery of his 
brothers after all. “And tomorrow... tomorrow, we hunt.” 


A long time ago, | stumbled on a nest of desert leeches. If you’ve never seen one, they’re disgusting 
little things. They nest on the ceilings of caves, and that’s where their young hatch. The babies cling to the 
roof, waiting for someone to pass underneath. Then they rain down on you, attaching themselves to any 
exposed flesh and feeding on your life energy. When you find yourself under a nest, the first thing you feel 
is anger. “How could | be so stupid as to walk into a cave and not look up?” And then the horror hits you, 
dragging your guts down to the ground, turning your arms and legs to water, making your spirit clench 
like a fist. It’s the worst feeling you can imagine. 

And it’s how | was feeling right now as | watched the thing that had wiped out my people 
manifesting itself on the surface of Spherus Magna. It was bellowing its triumph in my head. | could hear it 
shout its name, “Annona,” as it exulted in being free after so many years underground. It had only stayed 
hidden out of fear of the Great Beings, and last time | checked, no Great Beings were around. 

This wasn’t good news. | looked at my two companions. Telluris was never a picture of sanity to 
begin with, and this experience was close to rendering him catatonic. Metus was a greedy, backstabbing 
crook who'd been turned into a snake by this Mata Nui guy with a magic sword or some such thing. Now, 
he was back to walking on two legs, not sure how. 

“What are we standing here for?” he was saying. “We need to run away.” 

| shook my head. “Run where? Do you really think there’s anywhere this thing couldn’t follow? 
All we would do is wear ourselves out and make things easier for it.” 

“Pll get my Skopio,” Telluris babbled, referring to the war machine he built from scraps a while 
back. “That will save us.” 

“Your Skopio is a pile of junk,” | snapped. “Not that it was much more than that when it was 
intact. No, we’re going to need more than that to stop something that turns snakes back into Agori.” 

Metus looked at me like | was crazy. 

“Annona didn’t do that. What are you, nuts? Mata Nui never intended that snake thing to be 
permanent, | guess. Or maybe something happened to him. | don’t know. All of a sudden | was back to 
being myself again. Although granted, | still have a real craving for rodents.” 

Through all this, Annona’s radiance kept getting bigger and brighter. It looked like a star, a red 
star — although | can’t recall seeing a star with tentacles before. It was... scouting, | guess is the best word 
for it. It fed on dreams. It would seek out a community and take that dream energy from them, driving 
them all mad in the process, and | had no idea how to stop it. Maybe it couldn’t be stopped. 

| felt it pause. It had sensed a feast waiting for it. Where? Would it be back in the desert where 
the Bara Magna Agori were assembled or in some village in Bota Magna? Could its reach extend even to 
other worlds? 

All | knew was that someone was on the menu, and they had to be warned, or they would end 
up like the Iron Tribe. Annona flared brightly. It was getting ready to leave, heading for its next meal. | 
started to run. 


“Come on,” | yelled. “It’s not going without us.” 

“You are crazy,” said Metus. “I’m not going anywhere near that thing.” 

“Telluris, get moving,” | answered. “This thing — it’s going after your Skopio, you need to stop it.” 

That was enough to get Telluris moving, but Metus was rooted to the spot. 

“Stay,” | told him. “You’re only in the middle of nowhere, unarmed, with no idea how to get 
home, and no home to go to. Why should you come with us? After all, you have so much to lose.” 

Metus cursed and started running toward us. Together, we leapt into Annona’s radiant sphere, 
even as it blinked out of existence. The next thing | knew, | was drowning. By sheer instinct | kicked 
toward what | hoped was the surface. My head broke the water and | gasped for air. When | had my 
breath again, | looked around, stunned. 

| was in Aqua Magna. Metus and Telluris were nearby, gasping and choking. In front of us, about 
fifty yards away, was a stretch of beach and beyond that, rocky cliffs. Perched atop one of the cliffs was a 
fortress, gleaming in the moonlight, bristling with defenses and looking impregnable. 

And there was Annona, slowly rising toward that fortress. | didn’t know whose fortress it was or 
who lived in it. | only knew they were all dead if Annona reached it. The three of us swam for the beach 
and started scrambling up the cliffs. Annona hadn’t noticed us or, if he had, simply didn’t care. But | knew 
we would never reach the top before it did — our fight was over before it started. Sure enough, Annona 
vanished from view well before we made it to the top of the cliff, particularly given what a poor climber 
Metus turned out to be. 

The sight we saw when we reached the fortress was something out of a nightmare. Weird 
warriors, heavily armed, powerful, with what looked like grins plastered on their faces were busy battling 
empty air. Annona had diverted them with illusions just as it had us. Now it would conceal itself and feed 
until these warriors and anyone else here were dead. The radiance moved toward the vast doors of the 
fortress. Nothing stood in its way. 

Nothing, that is, until the doors burst open from the inside, and something stepped out into the 
night. The newcomer was twelve feet tall, with golden skin and rippling muscles. Its eyes and face were 
vaguely reptilian, and it looked at Annona through the narrow slits of those eyes. 

“I have come to feed,” said Annona. “Surrender.” 

The golden being smiled. “You feed on dreams — and we would not exist without them. They are 
food for you, but we take them and make them real. And in so doing, we conquer and enslave. And thus 
it would appear you are destined to go hungry this night.” 

Annona flared brighter, its radiance blinding. | couldn’t see anymore — only hear its voice, and that 
of its new opponent. 

“And who will deny me my feast?” asked Annona. “You, a pitiful amalgam of lesser races, bandits, 
thieves, and — yes, one thought dead? An experiment in desperation. You would stand against me?” 

| don’t know for certain what happened next. | heard a sound like the sky had ripped open. The 
ground shook violently beneath me, and then | heard Annona screaming — and one thing more. 

The golden being said simply, “Yes, creature. | would stand against you.” 


Baleful eyes started up at an imposing edifice of rock and mortar. Here, in the wooded region of 
Spherus Magna, the Great Beings had plied their trade many years ago. Now one remained inside that 
fortress, quite mad, but still brilliant and dangerous nonetheless. 

For the watcher’s purposes, he hardly mattered. No, what was important about that building was 
who else was inside it now. Axonn, Brutaka and Toa Helryx, veteran warriors; Makuta Miserix, with all 
the power that title implied; Artakha, wearer of the Mask of Creation; Toa Tuyet, who was mightier than 
any of the others knew; and Vezon, gifted with the ability to move through dimensions the way others 
move through air. So many beings of power, all in one spot... it was quite delicious. 

So far, he had killed Tren Krom and Karzahni... one a madman, the other a gelatinous mass of 
hot air. Neither proved to be much of a challenge. The Toa were keeping the whole thing quiet, as they 
often did. Although the two heroes investigating the murders, Kopaka and Pohatu, had recently vanished, 
he was not overly concerned. They would turn up eventually. The plan required it. 

In the same way, the sight of Toa Lewa being dragged off by nature-loving Agori was at best a 
minor obstacle. If need be, he would effect a rescue in some indirect way before the Toa of Air could get 
into any real jeopardy. The Toa Mata were too important to have their lives sacrificed needlessly. Oh, 
they would die, eventually, but it would be at a time of his choosing. 

No one would ever suspect him, of course. No one ever had. As time passed and things had 
become clear to him, he had known this time would come. The most powerful would need to be 
eliminated individually — no point in risking the grand plan because he had missed one, after all — and the 
rest could be dealt with at leisure. He had expected it to be a time-consuming, if amusing, exercise, a sort 
of living strategy game in which only he knew the rules. 

Now, though, fate seemed to have altered the circumstances. So many of his targets, all in the 
same place, offered the opportunity to accelerate his timetable — much too good of an opportunity to 
miss. A little of this, a little of that, and the fortress would be so much rubble... and the universe far better 
off. 

With a smile, the bio-mechanical murderer set to work. It was going to be a good day, if a noisy 
one. 


Kopaka, Pohatu and Gaardus found themselves facing what seemed like energy weapons in the hands of 
the three small armored beings. The two Toa still had no idea if they were truly inside the red star, or 
just who their bizarre foes were. But they had begun to suspect Gaardus knew a great deal more than he 
was telling. 

“Shorty over there said you had been here before,” Pohatu said to their winged companion. 
“What’s the story?” 

“You knew that,” Gaardus replied. “I told you.” 


“You did not say anything about these... whatever they are,” said Kopaka. “What else did you 
leave out?” 

“I told you | did not want to come back here,” Gaardus said simply. “Now you know why.” 

“We are the Kestora,” said one of the purple and black beings. “We are the ones who keep this 
place operating. But it has not been operating, not for a very long time. And it is his fault,” he added, 
pointing at Gaardus. 

“| did nothing!” Gaardus hissed, unfurling his great wings. “I did not choose to come here. | did 
not choose to leave.” 

“No one ever does,” replied the Kestora. 

“Can you put the weapons down, so we can talk like civilized beings?” asked Pohatu. 

The three Kestora raised their weapons higher in answer and began to squeeze the triggers. In an 
instant, Pohatu had seemingly vanished. When he reappeared, the Kestora had been disarmed and he held 
all their weapons. 

“| said — oh, never mind, you know what | said,” Pohatu chuckled. “Now what’s all this about 
coming and going? What is this, some kind of a transport hub?” 

“In a sense,” said one of the Kestora. 

“Yes, you might say that,” said the second. 

“Or you might not,” the third interjected. “Anyway, the three of you need to be going. You got 
what you came here for, time to leave.” 

“Got what we —?” Kopaka repeated. “By Mata Nui, someday | will meet a foe who gives a straight 
answer to a straight question, and | will be so shocked | will —” 

“Crack a smile?” finished Pohatu. He turned to the three small beings. “Now, listen. Where is it 
we are supposed to be going?” 

“Back to Mata Nui, of course,” said one of the Kestora, as if he we speaking to a child. “Back 
where you belong.” 

“Mata Nui is so much junk in the Bara Magna desert by now,” said Pohatu. “You guys must not 
get out much.” 

“If that’s true, then we can’t send them back,” said the first Kestora. “There is nowhere to send 
them back to.” 

“Well, they can’t stay here,” said the second firmly. “We have too many as it is.” 

“We could keep them,” suggested the third. “Maybe a dissection would tell us why they can’t go 
back. Of course, we tried that before, and all we wound up with was a mess... a lot of messes, actually... 
but maybe this time —” 

Kopaka grimaced, raised his Toa weapon, and unleashed a blast of ice. It froze all three Kestora 
solid. 

“What did you do that for?” asked Pohatu. “We might have learned something, and you killed 
them!” 

“Not dead,” said Kopaka, already turning and walking away. “Just frozen. They'll thaw out... 
eventually. I’m tired of villains spouting gibberish. Let’s look around.” 

Pohatu turned to Gaardus to ask if he had ever seen anything like that, but the winged being had 
disappeared. The Toa of Stone headed off to tell Kopaka the news. They needed Gaardus if they were 
ever going to make it back to Spherus Magna. 

The frozen eyes of the Kestora watched him as he went. 


Back on Spherus Magna, a complicated and delicate job was done. At the proper signal, the Great Beings’ 
fortress and its occupants would be so much ash. 

Their would-be murderer looked at his work and pronounced it good. He sat down on the ground 
and picked up a stone. Humming to himself, he began to carve it into a memorial marker for those about 
to die. 


Kopaka was not happy to hear about Gaardus’ disappearance, but he wasn’t surprised either. The odds 
were the teleporter was gone for good, at least if he had any sense. 

“We better hope the Kestora were wrong and there is way off of here,” said the Toa of Ice. 
“Otherwise...” 

“Otherwise, we are going to get very tired of each other’s company,” agreed Pohatu. “Want me 
to scout ahead?” 

“No, | —” Kopaka began, even as Pohatu winked out of existence and then back again. 

“Too late,” said Pohatu. “Already did it. Not much to see. Lots of labs. Some old machinery, looks 
like it’s been jury-rigged a few hundred times. And | thought | saw someone moving, but | can’t be sure.” 

“More Kestora?” 

“Maybe. About the same height.” 

“Let’s find them.” 

The two Toa had gone about a hundred yards when the lights suddenly went out. Now they could 
hear movement from all around them. There were whispers, too, but they couldn’t make out the words. 
Kopaka triggered his Akaku Nuva, piercing the walls around him with x-ray vision. In one direction, there 
was nothing to see but outer space. In the other, he saw things — a lot of things — he could have lived 
without seeing. When he spoke, his voice was raw. 

“We need to move,” said Kopaka. “Now.” 

“What’s the matter?” 

“You don’t want to know. Grab my hand. We’re finding a way out of this.” 

The sounds were coming closer now. Some sounded like rodents skittering, others like bodies 
being dragged across a metal floor. At one point, they saw a lighted corridor up ahead, but as they 
approached, the lights went off there too. Worse, the noises were starting to come from up ahead as well 
as behind. 

“I think we are surrounded,” said Kopaka. 

“Were never surrounded,” Pohatu answered. “We just prefer to be right in the center of the 
action.” 

A sliver of light opened up off to the right. It revealed a small figure, beckoning to the two Toa. 
“Here, this way.” 

Kopaka used the Akaku and saw that there were no other figures in the room beyond. If it was a 
trap, it probably wasn’t a very good one. The two Toa headed for the door and slipped inside. The figure 
closed it behind them. 

“It’s not safe out there,” their rescuer said. “But then you probably figured that out. A lot of very 
unhappy people up here, you know.” 

The Toa saw to their surprise that their “host” was not a Kestora, but a Matoran. An Onu- 
Matoran, to be exact, but not one that either recognized. 

“Who are you?” asked Pohatu. “What are you doing here?” 

“As far as the second question goes, | presume the same thing you are,” said the Matoran. “As for 
who | am — my name is Mavrah.” 
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Gelu, Zaria, Chiara and Orde stood at the edge of a thick forest. Their wrists were bound behind 
them. Nearby, three Bota Magna Vorox stood, weapons at the ready. A fourth held a flare. 

“Good sport,” said one of the guards. 

“Haven't had any like this in a long time,” said another. 

Gelu’s mind raced. It had been his job to get these “Toa” through the wilderness in safety, and so 
far he had failed miserably. They had been netted like amateurs by what turned out to be intelligent Vorox, 
whose leader, Kabrua, was angered at the treatment of his more barbaric cousins in Bara Magna. Thus he 
decided his captives would be the quarry in a hunt. 

“It’s absurdly simple,” Kabrua explained. “You will be marched to the edge of the woods. At a 
certain point, your bonds will be cut and you will be free to run. One of my soldiers will light a flare to 
alert us to your starting point. Then | and my hand-picked trackers will hunt you down and kill you.” 

“Why? We’ve done nothing to you,” Gelu had responded. 

“Your kind has persecuted mine throughout Bara Magna,” Kabrua had said. “That means you 
forfeit your life. Any who travel with you must share your guilt.” 

It was a bad situation, but Gelu knew all hope wasn’t lost. They had taken away his weapon and 
those of the Toa, apparently not realizing that Toa did not need weapons to use their powers. That was 
going to give them an edge Kabrua would regret. 

One of the guards slashed their bonds. “Run!” he barked. 

Zaria glanced at Gelu. The Toa of Iron had wanted to fight as soon as they were freed, but Gelu 
had vetoed the suggestion. It would be easier to ambush Kabrua and his party in the woods. Gelu gave a 
nod and the four broke into a run, heading into the thick brush. 

Almost immediately, it became clear it would be slow going. Thick growth and a dense 
concentration of branches meant progress was being made at a crawl. Frustrated, Chiara started using 
her electrical power to blast a pathway for them. “Stop it!” Gelu ordered. “You might as well be waving 
a sign telling Kabrua where we are.” 

Zaria pointed up ahead to a rocky outcropping. “Chiara and | can take cover under there and 
blast them when they come by. You and Orde can be the bait.” 

“Thanks,” said Orde. “Remind me to do the same for you one day.” 

“He’s right,” said Gelu. “It’s a good plan. | can hear them coming up behind us. You two better 
get ready.” 

Zaria and Chiara took up positions. Orde and Gelu stayed out in the open, even slowing their 
pace to make sure Kabrua could spot them. Within a few moments, the first Vorox tracker broke through 
the brush behind them and shouted that he had spotted the prey. 

Kabrua and the rest of the hunting party were there in an instant. Gelu and Orde started running, 
with the trackers right behind them. Gelu waited for the sounds of the Toa’s attack... but it never came. 


“| see only two of you,” Kabrua shouted. “The other two are in hiding, waiting to launch an 
ambush. Oh, yes, | know all about Toa power and how it works. As your friends have discovered, | also 
know how to shut it off.” 

“Shut it off?” said Orde, incredulous. “You can’t shut off a Toa’s power. That’s like shutting off 
the ability to breathe!” 

“Don’t look now, but that trick is next on the program,” Gelu replied. “Is your power still 
working?” 

Orde reached out with his mind to try to read the thoughts of the Vorox. All he got back was 
dead silence. “No,” he answered, desolation in his voice. 

“That settles it then,” said Gelu. “Kabrua must have information on the Great Beings. Who else 
would know how to turn off a Toa?” 

Orde picked up a heavy branch. “Then let’s go beat it out of him.” 

“No. We run,” Gelu decided. “He hasn’t found Zaria and Chiara. We have to lead the trackers 
away from them.” 

The two started running east, directly away from where the other two Toa were in hiding. 
Something had been bothering Gelu. If Kabrua could shut down Toa power, why not do it from the start 
of the hunt? Why was Chiara able to use her power before? The only answer he could think of was that 
whatever Kabrua was using, it didn’t work at long range. 

He looked behind. Kabrua and two of the trackers were following, but the other two had stayed 
behind. That clinched it. He couldn’t afford to leave the two Toa behind and risk their powers coming 
back, so he had left some of his soldiers behind, no doubt with the power-dampener. 

Orde heard the sound of water rushing up ahead. “River — | think | have an idea.” 

The two had managed to get far enough ahead of the trackers that they were nowhere in sight. 
They ran into the river, but Orde stopped Gelu from crossing all the way. “They'll spot our tracks on the 
opposite bank,” the Toa said. “But not if we go up.” 

Gelu smiled. With a boost from Orde, he reached a tree branch up above the water. Then he 
helped the Toa up. The two of them scrambled higher up into the tree where they could not be easily 
seen from the ground. 

“Orde, | want you to do something for me,” said Gelu. “When Kabrua goes by, use your power. 
He got his information on Bara Magna and you Toa from someone. We need to find out who.” 

“He might sense the probe,” warned Orde. 

“It’s your mission,” said Gelu. “You can make the call. We can go back and rescue Chiara and 
Zaria and get out of this valley, just keep searching, if you like. Or we can take a chance and maybe learn 
something.” 

“All right,” said Orde. “But be prepared. This can be a two-way street. He might wind up knowing 
exactly where we are.” 

After a few moments, Kabrua and his trackers appeared. They saw the tracks leading into the 
river, but couldn’t spot any leaving. “They probably swam,” said Kabrua. “But they have to come out 
somewhere. We'll search the banks going upriver and down.” 

Up above, Orde closed his eyes. His mind brushed against Kabrua’s and encountered no 
resistance. He pushed a little harder, peeling away layers as quickly as he could to find the information he 
sought. Finally, he got a glimpse, no more than that, of the truth. But before he could fully explore it, he 
could feel Kabrua sensing the intrusion. Orde pulled back swiftly, hoping to escape detection. 

He and Gelu waited. The Vorox shook his head, but did not look up in their direction. The Vorox 
no doubt knew they were somewhere in the area, but didn’t know where. 

“What did you learn?” Gelu whispered. 

Orde gestured for him to wait. Kabrua was looking around. Then, frowning, the Vorox crossed 
the river and started to search the opposite bank. 

“All right,” said Gelu. “We'll give it a minute and then head back for the others. What did you find 
out?” 


That was when Gelu noticed the look in Orde’s eyes. Even though they were mechanical receptors 
of visual stimuli, somehow they still managed to reflect emotion — in this case, shock. 

“It’s insane,” Orde muttered. “It’s... more than | can believe.” 

The Toa turned to Gelu. “When the Great Beings made Mata Nui... one of them wanted to see, 
to know, exactly how their creation would function. So, without the knowledge of the others, he... | 
guess the best word is ‘transferred’ his spirit, his intellect, into one of the bio-mechanical beings they had 
made to inhabit the Great Spirit.” 

Gelu looked puzzled. 

“Don’t you see?” Orde said in a harsh whisper. “One of the beings from my universe... one who 
is on your world now... is really a Great Being. He’s been living among us all this time, hidden, fooling us 
all.” 

“And he gave the information to Kabrua,” Gelu said. “Why?” 

“I don’t know,” said Orde. “I had to break contact before | learned who he was. But he’s been 
waiting over 100,000 years to return here, concealed in another body... and | saw flashes of what he has 
planned for this world. He has to be stopped, Gelu... if there’s still time.” 
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| came to the shores of Aqua Magna once in my life — back when | had a life. And a tribe, friends, 
and love. | was there to scout a trade route. Coming from the mountains, | had never seen so much water 
before. Even though the shoreline was rocky and desolate, it still looked like the most amazing — and in 
some ways, terrifying — thing | had ever seen. Since then, | have seen my people wiped out, my planet 
shattered, and a thousand other things that would make most people’s nightmares look like idle 
daydreams. But | had never seen anything quite like what | was seeing now. 

Annona, all crimson, fiery brilliance of it, was in agony. Spears of rock had suddenly erupted from 
the ground and pierced the energy being, and it writhed in pain. How mere rock could affect someone so 
powerful, | didn’t know. But it might have had something to do with who it was fighting. The golden being 
didn’t have a name, at least not one | knew, but | had learned a great deal about him in the last few 
moments as he watched his enemy fading. He was made from other beings, species whose names | had 
never heard before. But his argument with Annona was easy to see. 

“The dreams of my people give me life,” said the golden being, “and in return, | make their dreams 
real. And they dream of your death, Annona.” 

“| know all this,’ Annona replied. “Why do you think | sought you out, creature? Dreams are my 
meat and drink. With them, | am power. Without them, | am nothing.” 

The golden being shrugged and turned away. His followers — warriors who had been fighting empty 
images conjured up by Annona — followed. Evidently Annona was too busy dying to be able to keep 
his illusions up. 

“It makes little difference to me what you are,” said the golden being dismissively, “as long as you 
are dead.” 

For just a moment, | felt satisfaction. The creature that had destroyed my tribe was going to die, 
and if it wasn’t by my hand, it still felt like justice had been done. | should have known better. 

All around the golden being, his warriors began to collapse. Some sank to their knees, some 
babbling insanely, others drew their weapons and started advancing on their leader. Taken off-guard, | 
guess the golden being’s power weakened. Annona wrenched himself free of the spikes, a peal of laughter 
coming from its core. 

“| have always preferred to eat my meals slowly,” it said. “I have never before tried consuming all 
the latent dream energy in beings all at once. But | see the result is the same: madness. Now, my friend, | 
believe the topic at hand was imminent death?” 

The golden being actually looked scared. | didn’t like that at all. Behind him, his fortress was 
starting to waver and blur. Worse, there were...things appearing in the windows, others slithering or 
crawling across the landscape. 

“You imbecile!” the golden being cried. “You don’t understand. | bring dreams to life, even the 
dreams of the mad. Do you realize what that means?” 


| did. All of a sudden it was like going for a walk through the head of my pal Telluris. The ground 
was buckling, the fortress was melting, and as for the warriors...| don’t get sick easily, but the dreams of 
the deranged are pretty horrible things. 

Annona was growing brighter. | doubted it ever had so much energy inside it at once. As if it 
wasn’t dangerous enough before, it looked about ready to incinerate anyone who got too close. | wanted 
to run back to the ocean and swim across the planet, but | knew there was no place on this world that 
was safe. A few of the warriors reacted to Annona’s approach by raising their weapons and charging. It 
was the last bad decision of their lives. The fortress was completely gone now. The horizon was full of 
gibbering things, some practically formless, some with forms you could still see even when you closed 
your eyes. The golden being was retreating back toward them, but he was off-balance and rattled. It was 
going to be over in a matter of minutes. 

That’s when Telluris broke. He bolted out of our hiding place, screaming and waving a branch he 
had picked up from the beach. He headed right for Annona. If this were a tale, Metus or | would have 
risked our lives to try and stop him. But it’s not a tale — not that kind, anyway — and neither one of us was 
going to die for Telluris. He wasn’t worth it. I’m not sure anyone is. lIl give him credit, he got within 
striking distance of Annona, but that was all he got. He died mid-scream. It was a stupid, reckless, idiotic 
way to go, and | was about to repeat it — but | didn’t plan on dying today. Then again, there’s an old saying: 
“If you want to make the Great Beings laugh, tell them your plans.” | was banking on the golden being 
having the power to take out Annona if he got the chance to use it. That meant getting my enemy off his 
back for a few moments. | thought | saw a way to do that. The only things the golden being had created 
that were still intact were those rock spikes. | didn’t know why they had been able to hurt Annona — 
maybe someone dreamt they could — but they had. They were about to hurt him again. 

“Come on,” | said to Metus, “we need to break off one of those spikes.” 

“Are you crazy?” he predictably answered. “I’m not going out there.” 

| put a firm hand on his shoulder. “Do you remember when you were a snake?” | asked. 
“Remember how that felt?” 

“Sure,” said Metus. 

“Well | can make you feel a lot worse, and | don’t need a magic sword to do it,” | growled. “Now 
come on.” 

Together we made a run for it, dodging crazed warriors and hoping Annona was too drunk with 
power to notice us. We made it to the nest of spikes all right, but then cheerful old Metus pointed out a 
little problem. 

“They’re solid rock!” he said. “What are we supposed to use to break them?” 

| was tempted to suggest that we use his head. Instead, | noticed one of the spikes had been 
weakened when Annona wrestled itself free. With Metus’ help, | snapped it off. It wasn’t a very long 
weapon, but the pointy end was intact and that was all | cared about. 

“You stay here,” | told Metus. “If | fail, try to break off another piece and try yourself. What am | 
saying? You’re going to run as soon as my back is turned. Alright, if | die, don’t tell anyone how. | don’t 
want people thinking | was quite this insane and idiotic in my final moments.” 

| hefted the spike and | ran. As | got closer to Annona, | realized | had to close my eyes or be 
blinded, so | did. As soon as the heat became unbearable, | knew I was a close as | dared get. | reared back 
and threw the spike as hard as | could. 

| heard a sizzle. Then | heard a scream. You know, a scream can be a delightful sound, if the right 
person is doing it. | stumbled backwards until | couldn’t feel the heat anymore. | took a chance and opened 
one eye. Annona had stopped moving forward. The rock spike was buried where one of its energy 
tentacles joined its main body. It was positioned just right, so that its tentacle couldn’t reach to pull it out. 
It wasn’t a fatal blow, far from it — but it had slowed him down. 

That was when | saw the golden being. He was looking right at me. Somehow, | could hear what 
he was saying, even from so far away. Then | knew what | had to do. Both of those powerful entities 
thrived on dreams. Annona fed off the kind you have at night, good or bad. The golden being took the 


ones you had in your heart or the darkest parts of your soul — the aspirations, hopes, wishes — and made 
them real. There were a hundred ways he could attack Annona, but only one that would really hurt. | 
closed my eyes again. | dreamed a dream. And in my dream, no one on Spherus Magna, no one on any 
world anywhere near, could dream or wish or hope. | dreamed that there were no more dreams. 

| opened my eyes again and | felt it, the emptiness, the void left behind when dreaming stops. This 
was how my tribe had felt just before they died. But this time the energy had not gone into Annona, it 
had not gone anywhere. It had just ceased to be. The golden being had made the last dream real. 

| saw him falter. | saw Annona flare up. Suddenly it knew that even if it won today, there would 
be no more meals. It would be trapped on Spherus Magna as its inhabitants went mad and died, but it 
would starve long before the last Agori perished. | expected Annona to rage and scream. Instead, it just 
hovered in the air and spoke directly to the golden being. 

“You did this,” it said. “Why?” 

“Perhaps because monsters belong in dreams, rather than dreams in monsters,” the golden being 
replied. “Or perhaps... | just want you dead.” 

There was a long silence. Then Annona said, “A deal.” 

“What sort of deal?” 

“A dream... of another world filled with other beings where | can live and feed. Your empire will 
be safe, and | will be sated.” 

The golden being pondered the offer for a while, and then said, “Agreed.” 

| started to protest, and then something made me stop. | realized that | could have dreamed 
Annona out of existence before, but didn’t. Maybe because somehow | knew it wouldn’t work. If the 
golden being could have eliminated Annona that easily, he would have done so. Yet here was a second 
chance to do the job, and do it with some style. 

“Sahmad will dream the dream,” the golden being said. 

“No!” Annona answered. “I do not agree!” 

“| have given my word to you,” the golden being said. “Sahmad will not dare to violate that.” 

He was right — | had no need to violate it. | was going to give Annona just what he asked for. | 
closed my eyes. | imagined a lush, green world, a paradise. | imagined Annona there free to feed to its 
heart’s content. And | imagined a population for it to feed off of, each and every one of them a being just 
like Annona. They would feed off each other and within a year, not one would be left. 

| opened my eyes and looked at Annona as it faded away. “Got you,” | said. 

When he was gone, the golden being approached me. “You could have dreamed me out of 
existence as well. | am surprised you did not.” 

| looked him up and down. He was a weird one, and probably too clever by half, but for right 
now... 

“You’re not my problem,” | said. “That thing was and now it’s not. So we go our separate ways.” 

“For now,” the golden being said. “After you give the world back the gift of dreaming.” 

“And give you back your power,” | said. “Alright, done.” 

“You will hear from me again, you know,” the golden being said. “I will not be content to stay on 
this spit of land forever.” 

“Let me know when you and your army are coming,” | answered. “Maybe Ill join up.” 

| could have had him make me a boat, but | decided to walk. Annona was as good as dead, and 
there was a lot going on in Bara Magna worth seeing these days — not that | would be welcome to any 
part of it. Metus either, wherever he had run off to. But that was all right. If | was right, they were going 
to have more trouble than they knew how to handle pretty soon, and I’d enjoy watching their misery. 

As for me, | was heading north to the mountains. There were people | lost a long time ago that | 
could finally say goodbye to. After that... well, that will be another tale entirely. 
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With the reformation of Spherus Magna, the BIONICLE story 
came to an end... or did it? Sahmad struggles against the source of a 
plague that killed his people. Pohatu and Kopaka investigate a 
mysterious death and learn new information about the Red Star. 
Gelu leads a new team of Toa on a dangerous expedition through 
Bota Magna. Read the additional adventures that took place after 
the main story of BIONICLE came to its close! 
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